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and if it survives at all in the great city, is pent
within the four walls of a temple. Outside the
sanctuary it is out of mind.
Some types were new, however—the dark-faced,
bare-headed   youths,   for   instance,   attired   like
Englishmen.   Embittered intellectuals of the city-
bred younger generation, they have studied hard
for years, have passed examination upon examina-
tion, and now, for all their vaulting ambition, find
they have little chance of making good in life.
These unemployed youngsters constitute an element
of danger ; they are ready to enlist, heart and soul,
in the service of any cause that offers a field for their
activities.   Meanwhile, they bide their time, fretful
and discontented, and in the " advanced " circles of
Bombay plan the overthrow of Europe, of religion,
of the whole western world—and into the bargain,
though they do not guess it, the ruin of their native
land.   Their   conceit  is   tiresome   to   a  degree.
" Thank God I am an Indian, not an Englishman,"
one of them remarked to me, " for, as an Indian, I
have kept my soul."   And another, jeering at a
European in a hurry :  "He thinks that the world
ends with him, that he lives one life only ; but we
know that the journey has no end.   So we sit still
and meditate."
And meanwhile these brilliantined young gentle-
men make haste to buy the latest make of car, and
drive like speed-fiends ! They carp at England,
quite forgetting that for nearly two thousand years
their race has been incompetent to stem the succes-
sive tides of invaders pouring down from the Asiatic
highlands into the plains of India. Mr. Gandhi's
crusade is essentially a city-dwellers5 movement.
And the army of the little brown evangelist—an
admirable man, no doubt, but, like so many saintly

